THE TRAIN
and had been to the elementary school, where the
curriculum consisted of writing, arithmetic and religious
study; all of these subjects had been taught by one and
the same village teacher. And yet it was not true,
because from the time of the Revolution, he had studied
almost continuously. He had been taught by the Com-
munist Youth League, the Party, the Red Army. He
had studied in special schools, at courses, in circles.
The courses sometimes lasted for ten to fifteen days, and
the circles went on for years.
It might have seemed that he was always up to the
ears in work, that he had no time left for study, but
nevertheless he was always learning something, and
actually knew a great deal.
He was a practical agronomist, a practical veterinary
surgeon, a practical builder, he was carpenter, fitter,
blacksmith, he knew book-keeping and commerce.
When he was working in the country, he had read a
great many books on agriculture. Now, in the hospital
train he started on medical textbooks. He wanted to
understand the essence of the matter. Dr Belov gave him
Pirogov's Textbook, and Danilov opened the thick
volume with respect and a secret awe—would he not
find the eminent surgeon's language too technical for
him? But from the very first page the book delighted him
by its lucidity, its passionate earnestness and its topical
interest. It appeared that even in the days of the defence
of Sevastopol, in 1854, people had been thinking of the
same things that occupied him, Danilov, in 1942—the
better organization of the transport of wounded to the
rear.
Of course, within ninety years the technique of
evacuating the wounded had gone ahead. If only
Pirogov could have seen these hospital trains, that
dispensary coach, the modern surgical instruments. ...
But nevertheless, not everything was accomplished.
There was a great deal that was new and good to be
done. And as usual, Danilov's 1
o& the new and the good.

